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Orientation 


[00] image 

Thistles on borderland, 

A man sings as he walks past, 
The hills are far away. 


What orientates you? 


Where can you find your connection here? What reminds you that you are #here# and #now#, but also 
reminds you that also you come from #elsewhere#, with other life experiences, cultural values and memory. 


Collective memory and knowledge has a particular focus in each culture. Something that you share among 
others through life experience. If someone asked you to recount particular lyrics you might not be able to 
answer. But if that person began to sing, you may be reminded by their performance of the song, and join in. 
However, your reference point #there# may or may not exist #here#, and you may or may not have someone 


to share it with. 


Compass 


[01] image 

Overlooking local space. 

[02] image 

[03] image 

[04] image 

[05] image 

Buildings, trees, open landscape, roads, pathways. Finding and getting bearings, coordinates. 


[06] image 


Perched up against the rusting steel photographs of the most prominent feature above the trees are taken: The 
Cathedral, a centre-point of Karosta. 


Sunday Orthodox Mass 


[07] image 
[08] sound: zvani 


The bells ring at 09.00, and those who listen know that it is the start. The bells speak to people: They know it 
is time to go. Signe arrived in time to hear the bells near the entrance of the Cathedral, while Andrew was 
stopped in his tracks on the early morning street after a swim. A black cat watches. 


Actually before the bells began, Signe met a woman behind the Cathedral, and began to speak to her, 
noticing that Signe didn’t cross herself in Orthodox fashion, and kindly urged to teach her the proper way. At 
the main entrance, it was suggested by this woman for Signe to do it. No one looks at you and that’s the way 
it should be done. 


[09] sound: dievam 


Inside, later in the ceremony, the priests open the doors. Smoke through morning sunlight. However, you 
can't see from whom the singing comes from as the choir is out of view. Clear as tears. 


[10] sound: dziesma 
[11] sound: macitajs 


Military Movements 


Karosta -'war port’- still maintains a naval presence in the area: The Latvian navy is present as part of a 
conscript army. 


[12] image 


Young Latvian men of 18-25 are eligible to serve at least 1 year, and it is possible to hear marching songs in 
the morning floating over the walls of the compound. 


[13] image 


This location is where for 3 weeks, the conscripts receive their basic routine training such as saluting, drill, 
discipline, and basic military exercises, before being assigned to offshore positions. 


[14] sound: sveiciens 


It was not difficult to explain to military persons the concept of mapping, and GPS, even the guards at the 
gate had no problem. We spoke of marking their route using the real-time GPS mobile system, and making a 
link to the songs they sing while marching. 


The Admiral was arranged to talk with us, to find out who we were, and he guessed we were from the K@2 
cultural centre in Karosta. He was rather cheery and friendly. "Lovely weather isnt it?" He asked us 
Internationals where we came from, briefly speaking to Gabriel (who also came with us) about ‘AREA 51’ 
near to his reservation in Nevada. Andrew expected some small talk about Scottish whiskey or golf, but 
sadly it didn’t happen. 


[15] image 


It was agreed we could come back the next day in the morning. We arrived early in time to find a nice 
position to watch the morning flag raising drill. Actually facing the line up, we looked into the faces of the 
conscript boys, us slack and casual, them rigid and in fatigues. Not all of us were awake yet, some were 
unshaven. 

[16] sound: karogs 


Once the flag was up, we were told to join the unit - positioned into the column on the end, rather than walk 
to the side. 


[17] image 


Our movements and pace quickened, and followed that of the troop. We had the same view of the back of 
marching soldiers as all but a few of the conscripts in the column. 


[18] image: map1-military 


[19] sound: dziesma-par-trini 
[20] sound: dziesma-par-karu 


[21] image 


Maybe a treat for keeping in line, we were allowed access to the Palace. 


Baba Dusja Smirnov 


We go to speak with Baba Dusja Smirnov, who lives in the K@2 building on the second floor. She first 
visited the cathedral when it was a sports club during soviet times, but since she has become an Orthodox 
believer and now attends regularly, helping in some activities of the cathedral. 


[22] image 

By invitation, we ask her to open the door to her life of 77 years, her story, and record the conversation. It is 
important to us to approach the content of locative media beginning from the person with as little of our 
influence as possible. The method is to learn and listen to what is important to her. 

[23] image 

The smells of herbs and medicine are waiting.. An invite into an other world of different colours and the 
things that are wearing those colours. There are fragments of multi-coloured fabric on the table and scraps on 
the floor. 


There is a black package lying on the floor wrapped in string. 


She speaks of her life story which takes you though her life from Gomela, to Shuvashy to Liepaja. She 
arrived in Karosta because her daughter was married to a man connected with the navy-base in town. 


Her husband followed her to Latvia, but died at the end of the 1980s. Her daughter moved out of town when 
the Soviet army withdrew from Karosta in 1994, leaving Baba Dusja alone there, without family. 


She speaks of the Cathedral near her house, it's going-ons, her involvement in it, recommending the 
celebration of St. Olga, her favourite saint. She also says that two friends from the cathedral come to visit her 
at home, as she doesn’t go out so often. 


[24] image 


We ask her if she were to make a few pictures of something in her room that was important to her, what 
would it be: She mentions the Cathedral in her house - the iconostasis in the corner 


[25] sound: dusjas-lugsana 
..And the sewing machine which looks out of the window. 


[26] image 
[27] sound: dusjas-atmina 


It appears that she sits there often. We ask her if she can show us how she is sewing an apron, which she 
agrees, and after changing headscarf, and clearing space, she begins with a measured foot movement: the 
pedal turns the old Singer machine, and stitches bind a seam. 

[28] sound: baba-dusja-suj 


(Before the interview ends, Signe and Dujsa make a portrait of each other). 


[29] image 
[30] image 


She was happy that we were again in the Cathedral for St. Olga's mass the next day. We stayed to look at the 


icons. Baba Dusja went round each icon that had meaning for her, pausing for longer at the old one she 
brought originally from Russia when she arrived. 


Hand Bells 


Raivo studies at the music college and works in the K@2 Soundlab. His teacher Ziemelis was asked to bring 
the church hand bells to record and sample for a net.radio broadcast. Encouraging like a taste of sound, we 
were in Baba Dusja's empire, when the hand bells called us out. 


[31] image 


Picking up and holding the bells required white gloves, worn by numerous others. The ring action is joyful 
and infectious. He starts a simple rhythm, and the another responds. With different chords, but in harmony. 


[32] image 


We move to the room surrounded by angels in the ceiling, and near to Baba Dusja's old space on 1st floor in 
the same building. This room hosted the first concert of the building. 


[33] video: handbells 


After a test of swirls and flows, we finish collectively with a Latvian folk song for sleepy children. 


Ghost Congregation 


[34] image 


Doorways lie gaping open and exposed in Karosta even while everyone is sleeping, revealing only what 


holds the building upright. Routes between the neighbourhood now involves stepping over concrete rubble. 
Waving at empty windows, many people left years before. Layers of Russian newspaper on the walls inform 
the news of another time. 


[35] image: map2-baznica 


So we decide to trace, using the realtime GPS mobile system, the ghost congregation. Walking some of the 
absent home from the Cathedral. 


[36] image 
[37] image 


Along the roads and paths, 
now overgrown, 


visiting old friends who have already left. 


There are many memories and patterns to deliver. 


